HAPPINESS   BY   THE   UNIT
who christened his teapot c< Dick ", and might be seen trotting about at stated times with the stick he called Dapple, and this old gentleman had got a reputation, not onl> English but world-uide, of being the more than philosopher, ^ho had s^ept the cobwebs of old-fashioned metaphysics into the dustbin, and was nou offering mankind a simple panacea for all its ills, called "the greatest happiness of the greatest number " The old gentleman's name was Jeremy Bentham, and you can see all there is left of him, embalmed in his habit as he lived, by getting leave from the authorities of University College
The previous centur) had been one, pre-eminently, of mathematical solutions It was dominated by the prestige of Newton In the calculus a key had been round to unlock the mysteries of the heavens Why not have another calculus to solve social problems ? Give Archimedes a fulcrum, and he would lift the world Give your social reformer a unit, and the adjustment of Me to environment would be a matter of simple calculation What better unit could you have than a given quantity of the thing called happiness ^ So at least thought old Mr Bentham He was perfectly convinced that it was only the quantity of happiness that counted Any fool could tell how many joys made five The happiness to be derived from a game called push-pin, and that to be denved from poetry, were of exactly equal value, pet unit, for purposes of calculation After this, we shall act be surprised to hear that Be&tfaam's notion of poetry was as simple as his notion of happiness
" Prose is when all the lines except the last go on to the margin Poetry is when sonic of them fell short of it"
We cannot help suspecting that &e oliTgcntlemaa would have accumulated considerably more units of his favourite commodity in the course of t sternly
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